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	The Sentinel Jedi Origins-- Kayla Sequinn

The young Pantoran stood at the bottom of the starboard ramp, pointing one hand up to the Corellian YT-2000 and ushering the few Ishi Tib refugees onboard.

"Get moving, hurry!" she shouted. "Take what seats you can find in the lounge or rooming quarters, and don't touch anything if you have to squeeze into the cargo holds!" She turned to see a few droids approaching.

"There they are! Blast them!" one of the droids shouted. The Pantoran pilot drew her GL-77 pistols and opened fire. A few of the droids went down, but more kept coming.

"JT!" the pilot shouted into her commlink at the astromech droid in the cockpit. "Get those engines firing and get ready to take off!" A few whistles and beeps came in a short response. "Don't worry about me, get those refugees out of-!"

She never finished the sentence. The next thing she saw left her speechless.

A squad of clones in grey armor burst forward out of nowhere, taking out a massive amount of the battle robots in explosions of EMP bursts and rapid blaster fire. The more eye-catching sight, however, was the Jedi with them. He wore strange black and blue armor, and was holding both a double-bladed lightsaber and a single-bladed lightsaber. The double-bladed saber had both a blue blade and a green blade, while the single one was the most unique color she had ever seen. It seemed to be silver, but it was more like a glowing crystal instead of a beam of light, with flickers of gold in it. She watched as he turned toward her, looking directly at her through a black visor. He ran forward, leapt high into the air, and came down right in front of her.

Right on top of a commando droid she hadn't seen coming.

His silver and gold blade pierced its body, and he quickly stretched an arm out, cutting another down just behind him. He turned around and spun the double-bladed saber back and forth like a windmill.

"Get those people out of here!" he bellowed. The pilot hesitated a second before turning and running onto her ship just as the ramp began to close. She looked behind her just in time to see the flash of blue and green cut another droid down before the ramp raised closed. The Pantoran ran through the hall and straight to the cockpit, stowing her blasters and excusing herself as she shuffled between the refugees. A grey-and-blue R2-unit astromech droid chirped and whistled at her as she ran through the doorway.

"I know, JT, I know!" she said hurriedly as she sat down and flipped a number of switches. "Just raise the shields already so they don't wreck anything!" The droid chirped and connected himself to the ship. The shields activated, and just in time. A few droids had opened fire on the engines and the cockpit as it angled up to the sky and began to ascend. That was when she saw more trouble.

_"__Everyone hold on!" _she shouted into the intercom of the ship. _"We have Vulture droids incoming!" _The fighters zoomed right past the aircraft, a few of their blasts grazing the ship. A bomber looped around and headed straight for them, its missiles rotating into position. The Pantoran gulped hard and gunned the ship.

The bomber exploded into several pieces, the debris falling just beneath the freighter's hull. The pilot's gaze followed its descent and then turned forward. Her face brightened as she saw a _Nu-_class attack shuttle fly by her ship and blast another fighter out of the sky.

"Corellian freighter, this is the Shadow Shuttle," a male pilot's voice said over the radio. "We will provide you cover fire on your way off the planet. Stay close and try not to get hit."

"Roger that, pilot," the Pantoran said. "Maxxon! Get to that gun turret!" she shouted.

"Yes, Miss Kayla!" a humanoid security droid said, climbing the central ladder to the ventral cannon controls. He took the handles and rotated the cannon, opening fire and blowing a Vulture droid out of the sky from just behind them. The shuttle in front of them blasted a line through the sky, veering left and right to avoid debris and enemy fire. Kayla banked the freighter in the same pattern, following the attack shuttle closely.

As soon as they hit the planet's troposphere, the shuttle made a hard U-turn. "We'll handle the fighter droids from here, Corellian 2000 freighter," the pilot of the shuttle said as they continued to fire. "Get those refugees out of here!"

"Understood, Shadow pilot. Thank you," she said before ending the transmission and pulling a lever. The ship burst forward, the blackness of space becoming a familiar blue and white blur of hyperspace.

A cheer broke out that could be heard throughout the ship. Kayla leaned back in her seat and let out a sigh. They had made it safely off the planet. And it was all thanks to that strange Jedi. She had never seen them wear that kind of armor before, nor those kinds of lightsabers.

She wondered if she'd ever get to meet him again.


End file.
